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And not the very present sin that burns
Here in our eyes offensive; bid serve God,
And say not with what service.

Queen.                                     Nay, but so

What is it to you or any saving me
How this man married to me bears himself?
With what sign-manual has God warranted
Your inquisition of us ?    What am I
That my most secret sanctuaries of life
And private passages of hours should be
Food for men's eyes or pavement for men's feet
To peer and pasture, track and tread upon,
Insult with instance ?   Am I only bound
To let the common mouth communicate
In my life's sweet or bitter sacrament,
The wine poured, the bread broken every day ?
To walk before men bare that they may judge
If I were born with any spot or no,
And praise my naked nature ? to subject
Mine unsubmitted soul subordinate
To popular sight and sentence ?   What am I
That I should be alone debarred, deposed,
From the poor right of poor men, who may live
Some hour or twain unchallenged of the day
And make to no man answer what they do
As I to mine must render ? who is this
That takes in hand such hard things and such high ?
Sir, what man are you that I need account
For this word said or that, or such things done,
Only to you or mainly, of myself?